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STOCHK FARMING THE BASIS OF OUR INDUSTRIES.
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NUMBER 16.

OUTCAST,

THE
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Marin Hewitt said no more, she only
shook her head, and began quietly to
arrange the disordersd room, tomching
the pura white wedding decorations as
sadl¥ as if they had been funeral babili-
I ments, And Irene, trying to throw off
n doll, strange smart

4 wak opce a heart,

i the group abont the blage

On the heartp be sut Ly —in other daysl

heart, spoke softly of other subjects, as
the red sunset died away among the
erimson potals of the elustering rose,
and the radiance of the western sky
began to soften into tender, dusky
| glnum‘

“Do you like

r thinking how warm
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d the rify
nny drift
wpnin,

g of now and then,
v, are the wen

peetant  bride.
that a few simple white roses from my
own garden would be sweeter and less
conventiopal.”™

“Well, perhaps, they would,”™ com-
mented the spinster, thoughtfully turn-
ing the wreath round.

Irene starled np,”

“At ull events, I am determined to
trv the effect,” she said. “I'll ron down
into the garden and eather a few, just
to see,”

The solitary vine-embowered garden
walks lay in a sort of violet shadow be-
neath the warm twilight firmament.
Throngh the dense bows of u grand old
norway pine, one star glimmered like a
lace of gold shooting downward from
the heavens, as Irese Clifford flitted
along, her dress Dbrushing perfume
from spicy clusters of clove pinks, and
velvety pansies, and both hands full of
rose branches, while almost uncon-
scionsly she murmured the burden of
some old =ong.

Such o wild, piercing cry as sod-
denly rose up into the twilight softness,
as the roszes fell from her hand, and her
cliesks blanehed whiter than their own
petals—such a wild shriek of terror as
rent the evening stillness! And when
Marin Hoewitt reached the shadowed
garden walk, she found Irene lying on
the ground totally senseless, with her
Liunds clasped tightly over her forebead.

To bring some water from the old
well under the Ilaburnums was the
work of but s moment; and under
Miss Hewitt's skillfully' directed care,
Irene soon returned to her senses, with
shuddering sighs and faint, hysteric
asps.
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WARNED BY A GHOST.

BY EDWIN HORINSON

“Andso you mre to be married to-
morrow mworning, child #”

Irena Clifford’s little room, pink with
the shadow of the morning roses that
erowded the rustic casements, was foll
of the dainty paraphernalin of the wed-

. ding-day. Wh lace, white orange-
flowers, and pallid jesamine bnds, lay
around :;‘. graceful ‘e -:_hlxquu: pearls | “Dearest, what frightened you?”
gleamed SEORL A0 j'!_""‘ﬁi ";‘;‘il“ ‘;"‘—“‘_ f'“ | asked Maria, when at length Irene sat
:hf_dr?.‘l:'?‘uf“'f;' ,:';” : I_Ii‘ Ti:—l‘ llrll f': : ap on the ]D“‘_[_'-.‘l’tl(“li bench and looked
@ess while ="'k shiimmered [IKe snow lﬁ'l't:‘l'ln(l her with “'lid. uncertain eves

wresths on the bed. 38

Ireme, sitting in | f : ~
1 Lol T .| “Did ye rar any thing ¥
their midst, looked lerself like o fnir | Did you kear any thing
white lilvy, with lier complexion of |

“No.”

ream snd rowes, and her pale gold| Did you see anything "

i patis s ek ol g S Irene’s face of white horror struck a
o g e Aaria | Chill even to Miss Maria's stout heart,

8, | 20 munnng, AN | g6 she said, in slow, meusnred syllables,
speaking like one under the influence
| of strong, mesmeric power, “I did see
| something. 1 have seen Wilfred Mayne's
bratds ghostI™

E “Trang!”

“Iean’t wish you joy, Rena—T can't, | T t{all yon I have seen Wilfred
indeed. Oh, Irir.-.‘l hoped to see you | Mayne's ghost! The ghastly face I
:};‘ﬂdl I:tr L‘ ILL l“-t“'if‘ il h ‘P_‘;‘ l“’—"nml‘f‘ | have 5o often beheld in dreams Iying
lh:lr.:ll; i 1"_1‘:;‘ li; ::i‘clml‘bll; - lutﬂ?: i ﬂlr:lni sea-shells u];d coral—but I never

k me unsympathetic, Rena; but to- | thought to see it thus.”
; might, of all nights in the world, I E‘Tﬁlll n:ja how and where," eried Miss
288  keep thinking of Wilfred Mayne.” Hewitt, intent only on quieting the
o &l it not heen for the pink shadow | strong spasmodic emotion that rascked
¢ ofithe roses still on her cheek, Irene Jyene's slender frame.

0 Clifford wonld have been very pale, :si “As I came ronnd the path, singing
& #he rose from Lerseat, with one hand | jjly—Heaven help me!—I saw it stand-
| 2 T
"Of Wilfred Mayne, Maria? Of the | 10, Jookbog at me with stch sad, re-
~ moble hero who died two sears ago off prn;cllfu.l eves!”

the const of Spain, when the ‘Otranto’ | “My de“: it must have been an op-
tical delnsion.”

- wagy wrecked, snd every one on board |
“It was no optical delntion, Isaw it

N petished."
% “But I can't beliove he is really dead, | Maria, as distinctly as I now see yon."
" Reps,” said the elder Indy, spesking| Miss Hewitt glanced toward the black
S with passionate emotion. “Suppose— | sepulchral clusters of laurel, with a
' only suppose, for an instant—he should | slight chill creeping slong her blood.
i :, one day Teturn, tofind you, his affianced “But, Rena, we know that such things
3 brnide, the wife of apother man.” are impossible. Ghosts are but a relic
~  “Dothe dead ever return from their | of old-times superstition.”

m— graves, Maria?” “Impossible or not,” broke in Irene,
wildls. *I know that this night T have

“The dead—no,”

& “Maris,” s=aid Irene, clasping her | seen the shadow of him whe was once
* slender hands together, and spesking | Wilfred Mayne! I know that his ghost
. in s voice that betrayed powerful, | has risen up from ita grave under the
. though suppressed emotion, “you should | green billows that wash the Spanish
" know how truly and tenderly I loved | shores to warn me aguwinst this fatal

. Wilfred Mayne, how precious his mem- | marriage! It is enough—it is enongh!
=1 ory still remuins to me. But yon shonld | I will never plight my troth to Mark
 Also know that the many benefits Mark | Eldon at the altar, I will liye and die
5 Eldon has showered on my poor father, | sacred to Wilfred's dear m "

B ths years of devoted love he has given | “But, Rens, you surely do not be-
& 10 me, ought not to go entirely unre-  ieve—"

. I do not love him! That [ “Believe, believe!” inhmr‘led Irene,

[} el so'pemhed when the ‘Otranto’ | with i em%hm I tell you,

 /Wen a slong the orange-blooming | Maria, I know that Wilfred's ghost rose

of Spain; but 1 respect and esteem | up befure me this evening!"
I will do my bestto ben good | And Irene fell, weak and trembling,
wile to him.  Oh, Maris, | on ber friend's fsithful bosom.
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i pressed convulsively to her heart.

".

Chst

you, of all others, should be the last to i
disturb the convictions of my conscience | bedside with suxions, loving care, much |

the heavy weight that lay upon her|

orange-blossoms, Mariu? asked the ex- |
“Sometimes [ fancy |

All that might Maria watched Irene's
i fearing lest an attack of brain fever
shounld follow on this sndden shock and

precautions prevailed.

“Put away the silk and the pearls,
and the long white veil. Maria,” said
Irene, as the ruddy dawn peeped in
through the open ecasement; 1 shall
never need them now.”

When Mark Eldon came at the ap-
pointed time to claim his promised
bride, Irene told him all that had oe-
curred to ber, in a faint, stifiéd voice.

“1 caunot marry you, Mark,” she said,
at the close; “I cannot give my hand
without my heart, after this warning
from the very depths of the grave,”

! Mark's dull complexion turned =»
shade more yvellow and sickly still ns ke
listened.

“Ireps, you will surely not les this fig-
ment,of o disordered brain come be-
fweon us now?”

“% shall never marry, Mark,” she an-
swered, with a quiet, calm determina-
|¢ion, against which he plainly saw that
| his will was but as nothing.
“Irene,” lie remonstrated,

“I have

| lovedl you better than my own soul. Do |

| not leave me alone through life.”

| But her snswer oame, firm and
| ehangeless, “I shall never marry now."
| And years ebbed by, and Irene Clif-
i ford kept Lier word.

1L,

“Afn old maid!” she marmured to her-
sell, as xhe stood at  the mirror in her
| little chamber, at a sea-side hetel,

l brushing out the sunshiny luxuriance of | -

ber long, yellow hair. “I heard the

little 16-vear-old girls telling their com-
‘ panions this morning in the hall, that T
| was an old maid! Well, perhaps they
are right! And yet—how I shonld have
langhed, ten years ago, at the idea of
my ever becoming an old maid.”

She smiled iu the glass as the fancies
passed through her mind—and the glass
smiled back a sweet, oval face, with
tender blue eyes, and a skin vet delicate
as the lining of a sea-shell. Trene saw
it, and took courage.

“Iam not an ugly old maid yet, in
spite of my thirty years,” she thought,
tryingon her hat for & morning stroll
throngh the woods, with a book in her
band, by way of companion,

How quiet they ere, those still, green
nisles, with shifting gleams of sunlight
and thestarry gleam of wild-flowers
dotting the turf at her feet. Irene
wandered on, and on, uneconscious of
the slow lapse of time, until—by the
singular sensation that one can not
analyze or describe—she suddenly felt
that she was no longer*slone.

Looking up, she saw, seated on an
old dead stump, with a sketching board
on his knee, and his forebead shadowed
with the broad rim of his hat, a solitary
man. He glanced up at the same in-
stant.

It was the self-same face she had

seen among the laurels in the violet
|gioom of the midsummer night, ten
| years since, no longer pale and ghastly,
| but bronzed and swarthy—it was the
! !1;(:3 of her %c-st laI\'er. who sailed in the
{ “Otranto,” long, lon !

“Irene!” s Dl

He rose, and stood half hesitating an
instant. She tried to speak, but her
tongue clove to the roof of her parched
mouth, Was this, also, a sickening
delusion? Would his semblancs of
humanity, too, fade sway into mist and
shadow ?

“Irene, my dearest, fate has thrown
us together once more!” he said ad-
vancing st last with the color coming
and going on his cheek.

But she sank awiy shoddering.

“You are not Wilfred Mayne!” she
articulated wildly. *“Wilfred Mayne
died at sea twelve years ago,

“ButI am Wilfred Mayne, and be did
not dieat sea twelve years ago, Irene,” he
said, taking her hand in his—no ghoatly
bhand, but the soft, warm palm of
pulsing life and vitality- “he was pre-
served by an interposition of providence
little short of a mirrele; and when, re-
covering at Madrid from the long fever
that sncceeded his peril, Lo wroteto
the girl who had promised oneday to
become his wife, no answer ever came.
Irene, how do yousccount for this?

*I never got the letter!” she
“As Heaven is my witneas, last
news Fever heard from you was that
you had perished, with all the crew of
the ‘Otranto,” when she went down!®

your lawyer, Mr. Eldon.”
A burning crimson spot rose to Irene's

unwonted excitement—and her tender |

| eheok,
rose up the whole network of Mark El-
dou's treachery and deceit. BShe koew
it all now,

“And when,” he went on, after & mo-
ment’s silence, “I had waited in wvain
for months, I eame hers only to hear
| the idle gessip abont wour wedding.
| That was the way in which I learned
|the blight of every hope I had ven-
E tured to cherish. *Well," I said to my-
| self, ‘soletit be. I will not disturb
her dream of happiness with my white,
| wasted face, and broken heart. I will
| be to her as if I had never been.” But

in spite of my good resolution, Irene, I
| could not resist the temptation of try-

ing to see you once again. Do you re-
| member that sommer night in the
| garden ?
“I remember it! Wilfred, T firmly
believed that your ghost had risen up
from the dead to warn me against the
coming marriage.”

“And did you accept the warning?”

“T did.”

of the broad-brim hat.

“I had not looked for such happiness

as this,” he said, in a low, deep voice,
“1 have dreamed of it sometimes; but
the wunking has always followed too
soon. Thonk heaven! the dreams are
over at last love," he ke
eagerly, with hif misty, eves searching
the depths of her own, “the morning of
our lives has been shadowed by dark
fate and still darker]treachery. Isit
too late to devote its noontide to each
other, still? Is it in vain that we have
beea constant to each other all these
| years?”
They walked home together with her
hand resting lightly on Lis arm, and her
heart beating close fo his own, Ah!
such a dreamy, happy, lingering walk.

And long before the green, guivering
leaves turned to pendants of gold, the
“old maid” became n happy wife, and
Maria Hewitt traveled all the way to
Cheviot to witness the coremony,

Where Wild Fowl tGo.

Until the aequisition of Alasks by the
United States it was a matter of won-
der where certain wild fowl went when
they migrated from temperate climes on
the approach of summer, as well as
snow birds and other small species of
the feathered tribe. It was afterward
found that their habitatin snmmer was
the waters of Alaska, the Yukon River
and the lakes of that hyperborean re-
gion. A reporter recently interviewed
(. J. Green, of Norton Sound, Western
Alasha, and be confirms the stslement
of Dall and others,

“People wonder where all the wild
fowl come from,” he said. “They see
the sand-bill crane, wild goose, heron
ond other fowl every spring and fall
pursue their unwearied way, but, like
the wind, they do not know whence
they come or whither they go.
Golovin Bay, on the North- shore of
Norton Sound, is the breeding place of
these fowl. All the birds in crestion,
seemingly, go to that country to breed.
Geese. ducks, swans nnd thousands
npon thousands of sand-bill cranes are
swarming there all the time. They lay
their eggsin the blue-stem grass in the
low-lands, and if you go up the river a
little way from the bay, theneise of the
wild fowlwas almost deafening. Myri-
ads of swallows) and robbins are there,
as well us millions of maguificent
gronse wearing red combs and feathered
moccASins. his gronse turns white
as snow in winter. You can kill a
dozen "of juicy teal jducks or grouse as
fat as butter in o few moments.
The wild fowl and bears live on salmon
berries,: with which all the hills are lit-
erally covered.” .

A Vanderbilt as a Bookwerm.

George Vanderbilt is s slim-built,
pallid-faced man of retiri manner,
with : 'gn:r eyes and s brown
mustache. e is only 29 and the
master of $10,000,000, yet he eschews
society and leads the life of a conscien-

Lake an open book, before her

His face lighted up under the shadow 3

Up on |

PLEASANTRIES,

Too rry—The young bird.

It is in the legal profession only that
aman ean make s lengihy brief ad-
dress.
nie?” “He's a fellow after my own
heart.”

A wax who has been married foar
times cannot tell his wife ahe ia his bat-
ter half; she's his fourth,

Bacox—The doctor said you had a
very high fever, last week. (Egbert—I

ess’he was right. I notice by his bill

in charge was $20.

Hauppike—Don't you allow your
wife any pin money? Skinflint—No,
sir; all the pina she requires I buy my-
self from the strest pedlers.

Reviewer (writing)—It is & remark-
able work of fiction. A person who
had never read a novel before might
follow it from beginning to end.

No Havr Way Measvres—Baggs—
Do you and your wife ever guarrel,
Uncle Ephraim? Ungle Ephraim—No,
sah, we neberquarrels, we jest fights,

Lorrue Gien—If yeoo've called for
the rent, papa forgot to leave it out.
Rent Collector—How do you know he
forgotit? Little Girl—Because he told
me to say so,

“THESR are my household gods,” he
suid to ber as he entered his bachelor
apartment. “But yon lack something,”
she remarked. “What?” *“A house-
hold goddess.”

Mans. SunrprRsE—Anything new in
the paper? Mr. Slimpurse—N-o0, ex-
cept that the husband of the woman
whose fine dresses you have been envy-
ing has fled to Canada.

“Sm!"” he ssid to the proprietor of a
dry-goods store, “I have ealled to notify
¥you not to trost my wife on my acconnt,
as she—" “Don't worry, sir, it has been
ten years since youn had any eredit at
this store!”, .

“Me. Prerrrboy has been pressing
me for a song,” said Miss Bweetlips, as
she rose from the sofa and came for-
ward fo the piano, And then she won-
dered why she blushed and everybody
smiled.

Isgrieye CEmLp—Mamma, why did
they make (General Washington's statue
of marble and General Lafayette's
statne of bronze? Mamma (after some
thought)—1I presume General Lafayette
was a brunette.

Fmsr -Lapy—My eldest danghter
Prudence has had a proposal. Second
Lady—Indeed! First Lady— Yes, and
is to be married. Second Lady—Then
it is quite true that she has lately been
left a lot of money.

Cexsrs AGENT—And what is vour
husband's occupation, madam? Lady
of the Honse—Put him down asa dog-
trainer. Census Agent—A dog-trainer,
madam? Lady of the Honse—Yes, he
works the growler.

Two GesTLEMEN calling at the honse
of one who bore the name of Fish, and
observing the portraits of the children
of the family on the walls, one of them
remarked to his companion, “Sardines.”
“Yes,” replied the other, “little fishes
done in oil."”

Fopuer “Par"—What do you mean
by that sdvertisement in the paper,
reading: “Big-opening for the nght
party with a small capital. Fortune in
ayear?" All-ronnd Advertiser—I mean
that there'll be a fortune for me in &
year—if enongh fools put their money
into the big opening.

How pEAR to my heart is the school I
attended; and now I remember, so dis-
tant and dim, that boy Bill and the pin
that I bended, and carefully put on the
bench under him. And how I recsll the

surprise of the master when Bill gave a | £

vell and sprang up from the pin, so high
that his bullet head smashed up
pla bove, and the scholars set up s
din. That active Billy, that hi
lesping Billy, that mﬂ-gan.t'mg Billy,
who sat on a pin. -

The Marvels of Creation.
Jones was giving his.son an object

| lesson in natural

A Charming Substitute for a Garden.

Of late years many persons grow
plants in window boxes. The expense
is trifling; in many instances it would
be nothing at all, for old boxes could be

w0 you ke your" Suw, e | picked up, the soil obisined anywhere,

and the seeds or cuttings can be had
for the asking from some neighbor who
loves and grows flowers, and is willing
to divide, as most plant growers are.
Persons who w plants are very
generons, says Parlor and Kitclen.
All you wantis a box as long as the
window is wide, and eight or ten inches
deep. 1fsuch a box isnot to be found,
when wanted, set “the boys" to work
making one. They may not produce =
very 9¥egnut affair, botit will anawer
your pu , and the practice of mak-
g it will be of value to the boys, who
ought to be made familiar with the unse
of tools, You can cover if with cloth.
or paintitif you chooseto, butin =
short time nature will cover it in her
own way, if yom give her material to
work with. Fasten it to the outside of
the window on a level with the sill
Let a couple of stout braces run from
the outside edge of the box to the house
below. Got the best soil you can get
to fill it,

About the outer edge put cuttings of
some drooping plant. You can use the
tradescantins— commonly known as

wandering Jew—saxafrages, Maderia
vine or vineas, or almost any pisnt that
will grow rapidly and droop well. For
the center of ihe box nothing is equal
to the geranium, if you want plenty of
flowers and brilliant color. A heliotrope
is & most satisfactory plant for nse in
these boxes, for it will bloom all sum-
mer, and is exquisitely fragrant.

At the ends plant morning glories, o
train up and over the window. They
will blossom until frost comes, and you
will never get tired of waiching
delicate, trumpet-like flowers. Seatter
some mignonette seed over the soil, if
vou bappen to have it. The mignonette
is unrivaled for ‘fragrance. Nothing
will come amiss in these boxes.

You must bear in mind the fact that
these boxes are so exposed to the air on
all sides that it does not take long for
the moisture to evaporate from the soil
Therefore, if you would succeed in
growing good plants, you must attend
to tneir needs, and soe that they are not
laft to suffer from thirst. Mske it a
rule to water them thoroughly every
night or morning.

A box of flowers growing before a
window is & charming substitute fors
garden, and affords a vast deal of enjoy-
ment all through the season.

“‘Heoric Courtesy.’

A recent French writer on “The Rev-
olution, the Empire, and the Restora-
tion,” cites an amusing instance of what
be calls hervic courtesy.

Percy, Lord Beverly, invited to dine
with him a nis, voe of the most
valiant soldiers of the army of Conde.

Wishing to honor his guest and the
cause which he served, that of the
French King, the English peer orderad
his butler to bring him s bottle of fige
wine,—one hundred years old,—“a may
of sun shut in ad

He opened it carefully, and offered s
glass to the uis, saying: “If you
deem it wonthy the honor,will you drink
in this wine the health of the King "
The marquis tasted the wine.

. “How do you likeii?” nsked the
ost.

“Exquisite, "replied the marquis.

“Then,” uidmgmnl Bevetly, “finish

the glsss; only in s full gluss can one

drink the th of so great and so un-

fortunate a King.”

The marquis did as he was bidden
without hesitation ; onl

was castor-oil; snd
the politeness of the French toward the
Euoglish in the highest esteem.

An Indian waited for s frsin afa
Northern Pacific station in Idaho and
t]:ilethsnb;-wthesgonthlkhghhl
telephone

“C;th,' said the Indiam. “Who
you to?”

“I'm {alking to » man,” said the

£
.‘Enﬂup little man if him live in there,”
said #he buck.—Chatler.




